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ACT 1 
Chorus of Spirits, 


Arit, ye Spirits of the ftorm; 
Appal the guilty eye; 

Tear the wild waves, ye mighty winds, 
Ye fated lightnings fly, 

Dart throꝰ the tempeſt of the deep, 
And rocks and ſeas conſbund, 

Hark how the vengeful thunders roll, 
Amazement flames around. 
Behold: the fate - devoted bark: 
Daſh'd on the trembling ſhore; 
Mercy the ſinking wretches cry l 
Merey l— they're heard no more. 
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SONG, by Aziz: 


O bid your fait: ful Ariel fly 

To the fartheſt Indies ſky, 

And then, at thy afreſh command, 
I'll traverſe o'er the ſilver ſand. 


IL 


I'll climb the mountains, plunge the deep, 
J like mortal, never ſleep : 

Whate'er it be, not with ill-will, 

But merrily, merrily, merrily. 


SON G, by ARIEL, 


Come unto theſe yellow ſands, 
And there take hands ; 

Foot it feebly, here and there, 
And let the reſt the Chorus bear. 


| CHORUS of SpiriTs. 


Hark, hark! the watch-dogs bark! 
Hark, hark! I hear * 
The ſttains of Chanticlere. 
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SONG, by a Seirrrt, 


Full fathom five, thy father lies, 
Of his bones are coral made ; 

Thoſe are pearls that were his eyes; 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 

But doth ſuffer a ſea change 
Into ſomething new and ſtrange. 


CHORUS of Sp1rirs. 


Sea-Nymphs, hourly ring his knell, 
Hark, now I hear them, ding, dong, bell. 
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SONG, by Ariz, 
While you here do ſnoring lie, 
Open-ey'd Conſpiracy | 
His time doth take : 
If of life you keep a care, - 
Shake off ſlumber, and bewartz, 
Awake! awake! 


SONG, by CaLBan. 


The owl is abroad, 
The bat and the toad, 
And ſo is the rat a mountain; 
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The ant and the mole 
Sit both in a hole, 
And frogs peep out of the fountain; 


SO NG, by STxPHANO. 
| The Maſter, the Swabber, the Boaeſwain and I, 
| The Gunner and his Mate, 
| Lov'd Mall, and Marrjan, and Margery, 

But none of us car'd for Kate: 

For ſhe hal. à tongue with a tang, 

Would cry to a ſailor, go hang; 

She lov'd not the favour of tar nor of pitch, 
But would ſconer be: teiz'd by a taylor, 
Than handſomely kiis'd by a ſailor ; 
Then ee ſen, boys, and let her go hang. 


SONG, by Catrzan; 


No more dams I'll make. for fl, 
Nor fetch in firing, at requiring; 

Nor ſcrape trencher, nor waſh diſi; 
Ban, ban, Caliban 

Has a new Mafter, get a new Man. 
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SONG, by FzrpinanD. 
To what my eyes admir'd before, 
J add a thouſand graces more, 
And fancy blows into a flame 
The ſpark that from your beauty came. 


II. | 
The object thus improv'd by thought, 
By my own image I am caught. 


Pigmalion thus with fatal art 
Polijſh'd the form that ſtung his heart. 
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And breath | 
Each one trippi 8 

Will be here with mop and 3 
Do you love me, Maſter 7 no? 


— eng AFC 2 
5 — 05 — — 
% „ le eee : - 
AO . * —- . 
* > 2 ; 4 
« bw 


ee. 


SON, by Arr. 


Where the bee ſucks, there lurk I, 

In a cowſlip*s bell I lie; 

There I couch, when owls do cry, 

On the bat's back I do fly, : 
After ſun-ſet, merrily, 

Merrily, merrily, ſhell I live now, 
Under the bloſſom that hangs on the bough. 


FINALLE. 


Where the bee ſucks, dee repeated as 
Quartetto and Chorus. 


